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PREFACE. 


“Tz high worth and glorious progréss of the T'am- 
PERANCE Cause owes much to the votaries of the 
Muse ; and be it known, that high pretensions to su- 
perior skill is not aimed at by the compiler of this little 
volume. The Temperance Muse is an infant learning 
to prattle, who at times seems inspired with the spirit 
of poetry. He is a pin-feathered Eagle, prepartng 
for flight, whose high soaring power enables him to 
view both the heights and depths of creation. The 
“Temperance Muse has no birth or parentage to boast 
of, All mankind will sing a new song to the Lord of 
‘hosts. Temperance, as the fathers of old have said, 
is not itself a virtue, hut the ground-work of virtue. 
It is a new era—Temperance songs will now be sung 
in low as well as in high places. ‘Thousands and 
auillions will rejoice at the sound, This is the drunk- 
ard’s mirror—the sober’ man’s delight. The young 
mind is here taught to abhor the taste of intoxicating 
drinks. The blessed change from intemperance to 
temperance—the tender, the woeful tale—the invoca- 
tion—the descriptive view—the contrast between the 
‘sinner and the sincere, the evil and the good, the un- 
godly and the religious—are each in turn made the 
subject of song by those whose names will go down 
to posterity, and to whose spirit-stirring productions 
the Temperance Muse owes much, and to whom, also, 
due credit is given, where the authors are known. 
Among these are Pierpont, Russel, Burns, Sigourney, 
“Tappan, Wadsworth, Hatfield, Thurber, Read, Young, 
Patten, Shepard, Thomas, Simons, Hird, Woodbridge, 
Appleton, Newton, Anderson, Swais, Waterman, 
Sweet, Johnson and Eames, to whose productions are 
added about twentyfive original songs,by the compiler. 
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ExrTRacT FROM THE PRospEcCTUs. 


The Hymns and Songs contained in this work are 
adapted to the most popular airs, as sung at Tempe- 
rance Meetings, Festivals, &e. by which the Tee- 
totaller can enjoy himself and his family with delight. 
The work will make its appearance in Numbers, 18 
mo. at 12 1-2 cts. per number, with a good cover. The 
‘Temperance Muse will be found a jewel of great price, 
of precious metal, to the reformed, the drunkard, and 
the moderation man;—the weight, fire, fancy, pro- 
found solidity, imagination, &c. &e. where all the 
_ powers of man and woman are combined against the 
fell destroyer, are engaged to awaken the sympathies 
and put intemperance down. id 


RECOMMENDATIONS. 


To raz Pusric.—We the undersigned therefore 
think Mr. Waugh a sujtable person, from his know- 
ledge of poetry, music, &c. to gather together the 
Washingtonian Muse in our district—and the plan a 
gocd one. Its charms will.and have already awak- 
ened the sleepy drunkard from darkness to the light of 
the spring morn—to. industry, love, peace, law and 
religion. The songs of the reformed dgunkard are 
songs of happiness to age and to youth; the delight 
of the widow and fatherless. They sing glory to 
God on high, and good will to all mankind. — 


Josern M’Intire,  B. Carpenter, — 
Jessx S. Tuornronx, R. G, Lewis, 
D. WiLxrxson,  Rozsertr Rozixson, 
Natnan A. Brown, Isa. _JENKS, 
Wm. Apams, ee AG ag 
Pawtucket, March, 1842. — 
‘ eee ry eee r 
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C. M. 
THE DYING DRUNKARD. 
Air—John of Badneyone. 
a ioe aly on.a heap of straw—his bed— 
The-dying drankard lies; 
His joyless wife supports his head, 
And to console him, tries : 


2 His weeping children’s love would ease 
His spirit, but in vain; 
Their il-paid love destroys his peace, 
He’ll never smile again. 


3 His boon companions—whiere are they ?— 
They shar’d his heart and bowl, 
Yet come not nigh to charm away, 
The horrors from his soul. 


4 What have such friends to do with those 
Who press the couch of pain ? 
Ah! ke is racked with mortal throes— 
He'll never rise again ! 
5 And where is mercy in that hour 
Of dread, and pain, and guilt! 
Though Jesus’ blood, of matchless power, 
For man’s sear’d soul was spilt? [‘- 


© If Justice spurn the fear-urg’d prayer, 
That stream has flow’d in vain ; 
And, lock’d.1n thy embrace, despair ! 
He'll never hope again. 
Cc. M. 
i LP us to feel for drunken man, 
Tn all bis sin and wo; 
And let our bright example teach . 
The way he ought to go. 
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2 Let not our conduct harden him ; 
But fill our souls with care, 
To snatch him from the pit of death, 
And break the fatal snare. 


« 
Ney 


3 Inflam’d with love and holy zeal, 
Ne’er would we cease to pray, 
And watch andsstrive that he may reach, 
The realms of endless day, 
J. BURNS. 


6s, & 8s. 
1 ow long, O God, how lon 
Must thy pure eyes behold 
This fair world blasted by the wrong 
Man does to man for gold! 
How long shall reason be cast down, 
And a fierce demon wear her crown! 


‘4 


2 The prisoner’s cell, that all 
Life’s blessed light bedims, 
_ The lash that cuts, the links that gall 
The poor slave’ $ festering limbs— 
What is this thraldom, to the chain 
That binds and burns the drankard’s brain! 


3 If, then, thy frown is felt, 
0) God, by those who bind 
The body—what must be tlie guilt ” 
Of such as chain the mind— 
Drag to the pit,—and plunge it in ;— : 
O, have not these ** the greatest sin®? fax 


4 The mother of our race, vs na 

Whose sin brought death and wo, 

Yet, in her weakness, found thy OPO 
The Temprer’s curse we know. 

Doth he who drinks wrong most the ame? ? 

Or, he who tempts him to the bowl? 

5 Help us, O God, to weigh Shi llah 
Our deeds as in aap ie 

Nor let gold dust the ba anes sway 
For mod o’er gold prevails” '¥ 

At that dread bar, where all. must, look 


Upon the record, in Tuy HOR. i — 
Alcs 
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8s. & 7s. 
THE MISCHIEF OF DRINKING. 
Air---Bonney Bella. 
1 Winn we think of chill starvation, 
When we think of sighs and tears, © 
When we think of pale privation, 
When we think of doubts and fears ; 


2 When we think of raging madness, 
When we think of reckless beings, 
When we think of death-like sadness,— 
Nature’s mogt distressing scenes ; 


3 When we think of horrid murder, 
Female virtue lost in crime; 
When we think of black self-slaughter, 
Let us ever bear in mind, 


4 That the cursed love of drinking 
. Hath produced the greater part ; 
And that thousands now are sinking, 
Piere’d by dissipation’s dart. 
J. HIRD. 


C. M. 
1 O self-polluted, loathsome wretch, 
The scourge of human kind, 
Go waste thy substance and thy state, 
And brutalize thy mind, 


2 Go haunt the taverns night and day, 
The time thus spent in vain, 
Will bring disease and wo and deatif, 
And barter peace for pain. 


3 Go like a demon to,thy house, ~ 
Destroy each comfort there ; 
And from thy sorrowing family 
_ Wring out the bitter tears. 


4 Enough, enough, if aught remains 
‘. Of virtue in thy soul; ; 
Forsake thy foolish maddening life, 
And scorn the treacherous bowl. 


2 
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Arr—Days of Absence. 
8s. & 7s. 
bi ‘ON of sorrow! son of sorrow ! 
Whither bendest thou thy way 
What hath hope for thee to-morrow ? 
What enjoyment has to-day? 


2 False excitement, maddening ever, 
Fills thy fever-heated brain ; 
This will save from sorrow never, 
Leaving death, remorse, and pain. 


3 Son of sorrow! sen of sorrow! 
Come with me, O, come to-day ; 
Wait not—wait not till to-morrow, 
Leave, O leave delusion’s way. 


4 Where are now the babes thou loved, 
Where the wife thou held so dear? 
What has thine affection proved? 
‘ Son of madness, shed a tear! 


5 [ would conceal the gloomy picture, 
Thou thyself must draw a sigh ; 
Son of madness, change, O change thee, 
Ere thy wife and children die! 


5 Change thee ere thy doom is fixed, 
ringing everlasting gloom! 

Flee, O flee the drunkard’s madness, _ 
Flee from madness and the tomb, 


a 


S. My= - 
Airn—Forth from the Tomb. 


t 
i HE temp’rance trampet blow 
T That_all may hear the sound ; 
And shun the drunkard’s wretched way, 
For paths where bliss is found. 


2 The temp’rance trumpet blow, _ 
And bid the young come near; 
Youth is the time to serve the Lord, 


With zeal and humble fear. 


3 The temp’rance trumpet De blow ' 
“Bhat An with hoary hairs, = 
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To cup of death may now renounce, 
And ‘scape its countless snares. 


4 The temp'rance trumpet blow, 
That all may hear aud flee 
. The drunkard’s path of wo and shame, 
And endless misery, 
J. BURNS. 


Ss. M. 
1 HEARD a yoice from heav’n 
Address the thoughtless throng, 
Who hasten downward to the tomb. 
With revelry and song. 


2 It warn’d them not to quench 
The holy light within, 
And madly dare the fearful doom 
Of unrepented sin. 


3 It warn’d them of the shame 
~That haunts the drunkard’s grave, 
And of that leprosy of soul 
From which no skill can save. 


4 J Jooked and thousands fled 
The tempter’s fatal snare ; 
But some were number’d with the dead, 
Who shall their doom declare? 


8s. 7s. & As. 
1 ie nit and daughters of the pilgrims, 
Who of noble birth are proud, 
Lo! the glorious cause of temp’rance 
For exertion calls aloud ; 
While the monsrer still within the land is found. 


2 See! the loathsome drunkard reeling! 
‘Hark,! the cries of weeping friends ! 
. Hear the mother, children, pleading, 
Heaven relief would quickly send. 


3 O thou greal and mighty Saviour, 
Speed Thee on the glorious day, - 
When the powerful arcu DECEIVER, 
Shall no more his wratu display ! 
Then our cause shall gain a uNivERSAL sway.” 


~ 
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8s. 

I LOW the temp’rance trumpet, blow, 
B Til! it echoes through pra ry ; 
Let the temp’rance banner too, 

O'er the nations be unfurl’d, 
Till all people taste and see 
Blessings of sobriety. 


2 Then the church will rise, and shine 
With unclouded radiancy ; 
Then the light of Jife divine 
In the midst of her will be, 
Converts haste with willing feet, 
At the throne of grace to meet, 


3 Hasten, Lord, the glorious day ; 
Reign supreme, thou Prince of Peace, 
Bow the nations to thy sway, 
Fill the earth with righteousness. 
Come, Immanuel, come and reign; 
Ev'ry creature say, Amen. 


T. B., GER: 


C. M. 
i A hare blessings of the bounteous God 
Are strewed o’er heaven and earth; 
The dawning morn, the dewy way 
Declare their daily birth, 


2 Fountains of purity and peace 
From every hill descend; 
God gives us springs that never cease, 
- And joys that never end. 


3 Tread the sweet margin of yon stream, 
Its flowing crystal see— 
Bland are its waters as they seem, 
And charged with health for thee. 


oe 


8s. 7s. & ‘ia 
i ISE and shine through every nation 
R O thou temp’rance star d divine! : ‘ 
» Bless, O bless the we crea ee 
Eater every. vats and 
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Rouse the drunkards! 
Teach them to be wise in time. 


2 Guided by the great Jehovah, 
Strengthen’d by his mighty hand, 
Even drunkards are made sober; 
See them travel through the land. 
They shall prosper— 
Joined in one tee-total band. 


3 Who will come and join our standard ? 
Help to pull the strong-holds down? 
Temperance men, unite—come forward,. 
Then the victory is your own; 
Endless glory 
Will your useful labors crown. 


7s. & 6s. 
TEMPERANCE VICTORIOUS. 
Arr—Missionary Hymn. 
T BEACON has been lighted,- 
Bright as the noon-day sun, 
On worlds of mind benighted, 
Its rays are pouring down. \ 
Fall many a shrine of error, ; 
And many a deed of shame, 
Dismayed, has shrunk in terror 
Before the lighted flame. 
Victorious on, victorious! 
Proud beacon onward haste, 
Till floods of light all glorious, 
- lume the moral waste. 


© 


Intemperance has founder’d, 
The demon gasps for breath, 

His rapid march is downward 
To everlasting death. 

Old age and youth united, : 
His works have prostrate hurl’d ; 
And soon himself affrighted, 

_ Shall hurry from this world. 

- Victorious on, &c, 


_ 3 Bold Tempxrrance untiring, 
Strikes at the monster’s heart, 


32 
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Beneath her blows expiring, 
He dreads her well-aimed dart. 
Her blows, we’!l pray ‘‘ God speed” th ~ 
The darkness to dispel ; 
And how we fought for freedom, 
Let future ages tell. 
Victorious oh, &c. 


7s. & 6s. 
foe ree Errant. 

1 OW long shal! virtue Janguish ? 

H How ye shall folly en ? 
While many 4 heart with anguis 

Is weeping o’er the slain ? 
How Jong shall dissipation 

Her deadly waters pour, 
Throughout this favored nation, 

Her millions to devour ? 


2 When shall the veil of blindness 
Fall from the sons of wealth, 
Restoring human kindness 
And industry, and health ? 
When shall the charms so luriug, 
Of bad example cease ; 
The ends at once securing, 
Of industry and peace ? 


3 We hail with joy unceasing 

The band whose pledge is given ; 
Whose numbers are increasing, 

Amid the smiles of heaven ; 
Their virtues never failing, 

Shall lead to brighter days, 


When holiness prevailing, i a. 2 
Shall fill the earth with praise, = 
“8s. & 6s. - 


Arr---Bonny Boat. | 
1 AN we forget the gloomy time, 
_/ When Bacchus rul’d the day, 
When dissipation, sloth, and crime, 
Bore undisputed sway? 


The time—the time—the gloomy time 
The time has pass’'d away, 

When dissipation, sloth, andcrime, 
Bore undisputed sway. . — 
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' 
2 Can we forget the tender wives, 
Who found an early tomb, 
For, ah! the partners of their lives 
Had met the drunkard’s doom ? 
The wives—the wives—the tender wives, 
‘May bid adieu to gloom, 
For now the partners of their lives 
Abhor the drunkard’s doom. 


3 We'll ne’er forget that noble band 
Who fear’d no ervature’s frown, 
And boldly pledg’d both heart and hand, 
To put intemp’rance down. 
The band—the band—the noble band— 
The band of blest renown— . 
Who boldly pledg’d both heart and hand 
_ To put intemp’rance down. 


A Nor shall the Pledge be e’er forgot, 
That so much bliss creates— 
“Wer'LL TOUCH NOT—TASTE NOT—HANDLE NOT, | 
WHATE’ER INTOXICATEs,”’ 
The Pledge—the Pledge is not forgot— 
The Pledge that Satan hates— 
” We'll touch not—taste not—handle not, 
Whate er intoxzicates.” 
; ” -HATFIELD. 


THE BOWL. 
BY LIKUT. G. W. PATTEN, U. Ss, ARMY. 
Atr—Banks of Doon. 


1 H.! shun the bowl !—the draught beware, 
- Whose smile but mocks the lips of men ; 
When foaming high with waters rare— 
Oh! never touch the goblet then. 
With friends we love tho’ sweet to sip . 
The nectar’d juice at close of day, 
Yet trust ye not the syren lip 
That wins to cheat, and lures to slay. 


2 Oh! shun the bowl—as thou would st leave 
/ The poisoned spot where reptiles tread ; 
Lest widow’s hearts for thee should grieve— 
For thee, untimely tears be shed. _ 
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Yea! thine may be the fearful lot 
‘To prove, ere time hath dimm’d thy brow, 
A sire—and yet the witness not 
Of them who weep his broken vow. © 
3 Hast thou a bride whose every sigh 
Deep trembles with the joy it gives? 
Hast thou a child whose meek mild eye 
Lives in the light its father lives? 
Then shun the bow! !—the draught beware, 
Whose smile but mocks the lips of men ; 
When foaming high with waters rare— 
Oh never touch the goblet then ! 


8s. & 6s. 
Arr---The Rose that all are praising. 
1 HE drink that’s in the drunkard’s bow], 


Is not the drink for me; 
It kills his body and his soul, 
How sad a sight is he. 
But there’s a drink which God hath given, 
Distilling in the showers of heaven, 
In measures large and free, 
O, that’s the drink for me. 
O, that’s the drink for me, 
O, that’s the drink for me. 


2 The stream that many prize so high, 
Is not the stream for me; 
For he who drinks it stil] is dry, 
For ever dry he’ll be. 
But there’s a stream, so cool and clear, 
The thirsty traveller lingers near, 
Refreshed and glad is he; Set Hy 
O, that’s the stream for me. + the 
O, that’s the stream for me, 3 
O, that’s the stréam for me. 


3 The wine-cup that so many prize, 
Is not the cup for me, 
The aching head, the bloated face, 
In its sad train I see. ve Oy 
' But there’s a cup of water pure, 
And he who Diwhas it may be sure, 
Of health and length of days, 
O, that’s the cup forme. 
O, that’s the cup forme, 
O, that’s the cup forme, — 


4 — 
— 
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HYMN. 
Air---The Poachers. 
: wr banner and with badge we come, 
An Army true and strong, 

To fight against the hosts of Rum, 

And this shall be our song ; . 
We love the clear Cold Water Springs, 

me ales by gentle showers; 
We feel the strength cold water brings,— 

‘ The Victory is Ours.’ 


‘Cold Water Army,’ is our name,— 
O may we faithful be, f 

And so in truth and justice claim, 
The blessings of the free. 

We love the clear Cold Water Springs, 
Supplied by gentle showers ; 

We feel the strength cold water brings,— 
‘ The Victory is Ours.’ 


Though others Jove their rum and wine, 
And drink till they’re mad, 

To water we will still incline, 
To make us strong and glad. 

We love the clear Cold Water Springs, 
Supplied by gentle showers ; 

We feel the strength cold water brings,— 
‘ The Victory is Ours.’ ; 


I pledge to thee this hand of mine, 
In faith and friendship strong ; 
And fellow soldiers we will join 
The chorus of our song ; 
We love the clear Cold Water Springs, 
Supplied by gentle showers; 
We feel the strength cold water brings, 
-*The Victory is Ours.’ 


HYMN. 
Arr—America. 
Y country! ’tis of thee, 
Sweet land of liberty— 
Of thee I sing: - 
Land where my fathers died; ~ 
Land of the pilgum's pride ; 
From every mountain’s side, 
Let Temp’rance ring. 
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My native country ! the. 

Land of the noble, free— 
Thy namellove: _ 

I love thy rocks and rills, _ 

Thy woods and templed hills; 

My heart with rapture thrills, 
Like that above. 


Let music swell the breeze, 

And ring from all the trees, 
Sweet freedom's song ; 

Let infant tongues awake, 

Let all that breathe partake, 

Let rocks their silence break, 
The sound prolong. 


Our father’s God ! to thee. 
Author of liberty ! 

To thee we sing; bs 
Long may our land be bright, 
With Temperance’ holy light, 
Protect us by thy might, 

Great God, our King! 


[AWAY THE BOWL. 


Tune—“ Away, away to school.” 
UR youthful hearts with temperance burn, 
Away, away the bow! ; 
From grog-shops all our steps we turn, 
Away, away the bowl ; 
Farewell to rum and all its harms, : 
Farewell the wine-cup’s boasted charms; _ 
Away the bow], away the bowl, away, away the bowl. 
See how that staggering drunkard reels! _ 
Away,away thebowl; 
Alas, the misery he reveals, : 
Away, away the bowl; 
His children grieve, his wife’s in tears! 
‘How sad his once bright home appears! 
Away the bowl, away the bowl, a y, away the bowl 
Boys. We drink no more nor buy nor séll, 
Away, away thebowl; 
Girls. The drunkard’s offers we repel, ~ 
Away, away the bowl ; \ 


» 
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All. United in a temperance band, 

We’ro joined in heart, we’re joined in hand, 
Away the bowl, away the bowl, away, away the bowl. 
Away the bowl, away the bowl, away, away the bowl. 


Se. 7s. & 4s. 


1 Nom O Lord, in peace dismiss us, 
May we all rejoicing go ; 
With thy favor richly bless us, 
Whilst we sojourn here below, 
And conduct us ‘ 
Through this world of sin and wo. 


2 Never in our zeal abating, 
May we ever onward press ; 
Ways of vile intemp’rance hating, 
Till we've cross’d this wilderness, 
en receive us 
. Toa world of endless bliss. 


3 May we all by truth united, 
Rally round the temp’rance cause ; 
Until every soul benighted, 
Shall obey the Saviour’s laws, 
And delighted 
Eyer bear his hallow’d cross. 
. J. BURNS, 


SONG. 
ROGER WILLIAMS’ SPRING. 
Air—Auld Lang Syne. 
Se sing the praise of rosy wine, 

Its sparkling color bright; 
But in such songs with them to join 
We cannot take delight. 
We have a rich and noble theme, 
Fit for a prince and king— 
’Tis water, pure, and fresh, and good, 
From Roger Williams [spring. : 


This will give health, and joy, and peacc, 
Refreshing every power ; 

We want no better drink than this © 
4ntrial’sdarkesthour = =~ 
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To cheer the heart and quench the thirst 
It is the very thing ; 

Then give us water pure and good, 
From Roger Williams’ spring. 


Our sires drank from this living spring 
Two hundred years ago ; 

And from this fountain water clear 
Continues still to flow. 

Then we, on this our festal day, 
Will of its virtues sing, ini 

And drink this water, pure and good, 
From Roger Williams’ spring. 


Written by the Rev. Mr. Pierpont, and sung at tha 


Boston Fourth of July Celebration. 
JONATHAN’S INDEPENDENCE. 
‘Tunz— Yankee Doodle. 
eis Jonathan, says he, To-day 
I witu be independent, 
And so my grog I'll throw away, 
And that shall be the end on’t. 
Clear the house! the tarnal stuff 
Shan’t be here so handy ; 
Wifp has given the winds her snuff, 
So now here goes ay brandy ! 
Chorus. Clear the house, &c. 


Our fathers, though a sturdy folk, 
Were sometimes rather skittish ; 
And so they wouldn’t wear the yoke 
Brought over by the British. 
Yonder, on old Bunker’s head, 
From their necks they shook it $ 
There they fired off all their lead, 
And then they had to hook it. 
Chorus. Yonder, on, &e, 
< me any 
But though they fit and run aw: 
(ot The waned bit of cows? as 
The oe to fight another day, _ 
hen lookin’ Gin’ral How ml 
What could then the Gin’ lo 
For his own salvation? : 


THE TEMPERANCE MUSE. 19 


Why, “ he curs’d and quit” the u- 
niversal Yankee nation. 
Chorus. What could then, &c. 


The tyrant that our fathers smoked 
Lay skulkin’ in a tea-pot ; 
There’s now a “ worser” to be choked, 
In bottle, jug, or wee-pot; 
Often in a glass he shows 
What he calls his “ body ;” 
And often wades up to his nose 
In a bowl of toddy. 
Chorus. Often in a glass, &e. 


Sometimes he Nab up through the slim 
Stem of a very fine pipe; 
And sometimes plunges for a swim 
All over in a wine-pipe ; 
But he’s tickled most of all, 
When he hears the sommons 
Down his favorite pipes to crawl 
The wine-pipes of the rum-uns. 
Chorus. But he’s tickled, &c. 


And when he gets the upper hand— 
This tyrant, base and scurvy— 
He strips a man of house ind. land, 
And turns him topsy-turvy. 
Neck and heels he binds him fast, 
And says that he is his’n ; 
But lets him have, rent free, at last, 
A poor-house or a prison. 
Chorus. Neck and heels, &c. 


And now, says Jonathan, tow’ds Rum 
I'm desp’rate unforgivin’ ; 
‘The tyrant, never more, shall come 
Into “the honse I live in.” 
Kindred spirits,,to0, shall in- 
ay “a fa go forth ; 
hiskey, Toddy, Julep, Gin, 
"Brandy , Beer, and i forth. 
_ Chorus, Kindred spirits, dc. 


2 
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While this corp water fills my eared 
Duns dare not assail me3 — 
Sheriffs shall not lock me up, 
Nor my neighbors bail me ; 
Lawyers ‘will 1 never. let 
‘Choose me as defendant;* 
Till to death I. pay my debt, 
I WILL BE INDEPENDENT. 
Chorus. Lawyers will I, &c._ 


PURE COLD WATER. 
From the Musical Visitor:—Airn—Ariel. 
HH! could 1 speak the matchless wort, 
O! could I sound the virtues forth, 
Which in cold water dwell! . 
I'd touch on some celestial string, 
And vie with sea nymphs while they sing 
So chee and so well. 


I'd sing the ‘strife and blood it saves 

The thousands rescued from the graves 
Of drunkenness and wo; 

I'd sing its health-imparting power, 

As free it pearls thro’ sylvan bike 
With cool and rippling flow. -— 


I'd sing each good by it produced, 

And all the forms in which ‘tis used, 
To please and bless mankind, 

In lofty songs of sweetest praise, . 

I would thro’ all my future days, 
Oft bring its gifis to mind. — 


Well—the blest day will surely come, 

When. men no more will lanl in rum, 
By license or by stealth. 

Then, water cool, and free as air, 

Will bless the drinkers, every where, 
With happiness and health, — 


DRUNKARD, SPARE THAT cor. 
Arr—Woodman spare that T; 
Dita: spare that oe, 

Taste not one single ms 


- 
— 
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With death they’ve filled it up, 
I charge thee, touch it not! 

‘Twas the destroyer’s hand 
That placed it near thy cot, 

There, drunkard, let it stand, 
-Thy lips shall taste it not! 


That old familiar cup, 

With grief, and pains, and wo, 
Has filled my bosom up, 

And will you drink it now? 
Drunkard, forbear, that glass 

Is filled with grief and pain: 
Oh ! spare thyself alas, 

Why will you drink again? 


*¢ When but an idle boy,’’ 
I sought the fatal draught ; 
It was to give me joy 
That I the liquor quaffed. 
My mother urged me oft 
To let the glass alone, 
With words both kind and soft, 
But I had heedless grown. 


My heartstrings it has broke ; 
My bosom rent with pain, . 
But now the word is spoke ; 
I'll never drink again ? 
That cup will be your grave, 
O drunkard, leave this spot, 
* While I’ve a hand to save,” 
Thy lips shall taste it not! 
zB. 


THE WASHINGTONIAN’S TOCSIN. 
Armr—Blue Bonnets are over the Border. 


ARCH, march, true Washingtonians, 
Temp’rance men rally, come forth in good 
order ; 
March, march, our cause it is glorious, | 
_ We'll drive the fell monster away from our borders. 
** Banners and mottoes spread ;’” 
Wasuineton for our head; 
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A name which gives strength and force to our story. 
We'll all take a bold stand, : 
We’ll drive rum from our land, 
A foe to our wives, a destroyer of glory. 
March, march, true friends of temperance, 
Cold water boys rally, come forth in order. 


Come, clear the country of alcohol poison, © 
Our wives will rejoice, and our children be glad, 
As the temperance sun, above the horizon, 
Sheds its beams on the home of the sorry and sad. 
Drunkards forth bounding, 
“ Loud huzzas sounding,” __ 
Shout for pure temperance in true manly order ; 
Our friends will bless the day, 
When they first heard us say 
We'll never again cross the temperance border. 
March, march, true friends of temperance, 
Washingtonians rally in good order. 
ie 
THE SONG OF THE RIVER. 

; Atr---Mountains of Pleasure. = 
SPRING from the rock, from the mountain side, 
Sparkling pure and bright; Me PHA, 

And I gather strength, as 1 rapidly glide 
From my birth-place into light. ~ 


Richness I bear to Jand and tree, 
Beauty to hill and dale; i 
Beast and bird delight in me, » lak 
Drink and are strong and hale. 3 


Fresh are the flowers that deck my banks, _ 
The sod is greenest there: ae 

And the warbling wing’d ones sing their thanks, 
As they drink of me ev'ry where. 


* The traveller on burning sands, 
The wanderer on the sea, , 
Gasping for water, clasp their hands, Az 
And wildly pray for me. 1 RAED YO 


Iam the only drink was given 


ws gts 
To man, when pute an foe Fa «: of's 
Return then to the streams of heaven, 


ofme, 


a ae = 


You're safe when you drink 
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SONG. 
FAREWELL TO THE CUP. 
Airn—Come all ye Free Masons. 


AREWELL to the cup—we have tarried too long, 
Where the juice of the grape adds its witch’ry to 
song 
And the thoughts that flow’d ore are sombre & dull, 
And our brains become heavy—farewell to the bowl. 
Repeat three times. 


No longer the eye beams with intellect’s fires, 

No longer the tongue fancy’s power inspires ; 

But flushed is the brow and degraded the soul, 

And our minds have departed—farewell to the bowl. 


Oh tarry no longer where joy flies away, 

And the heart and the soul lose their richest array, 
Where eye mocketh eye, as unmeaning they roll, 
And the tongue whispers folly—farewell to the bowl. 


Oh, think ifthe maiden who smiles in thine eyes, 
Once saw thy proud mind in this shameful disguise ; 
How her heart would reject thee, how sadly her soul 
Would pity and leave thee—Oh, fice from the bowl. 


Oh think, ere the moment of thinking is past, 

And the chains of the mighty upon thee are cast! 

Return—ere the iron shall enter thy soul, 

And thy whole life beside be—a curse on the bowl. 
ALFRED L. SMITH. 


SONG. 
I'VE THROWN THE BOWL ASIDE. 
Tune---Banners’ Banks. 
| ie thrown the bowl aside, love, 
For me no more shall flow 
Its ruddy stream or sparkling tide, 
How bright soe’er it glow ; 
I’ve seen extending wide, love, 
Its devastating sway, : 
Seen reason yield its power to guide— 
P’ve cast the bowl away ! 
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My days of revelry, love, . 

(8) gladly I Rye up ; , 

They're but the masks of misery, 
Which still lurk in the cup; 

While indolence and want, iam 
And poverty display 

"Ehemselves in every drunkard's haunt— 
I've cast the bowl away ! 


A drunkard's gloomy grave, love, 
Shall ne’er be made for me ; 

O rather let the rushing wave 
Engulf me in the sea! 

And may it be my lot, love, 
To die ’neath reason’s ray ! 

Remember’d by my friends or not— 
I’ve cast the bowl away ! 


My path henceforth is plain, love, 
n_ honesty to live 
To shun intemperance and its train, 
By industry to thrive; 
No daty to forget, love, | 
And live to bless the day 
. When I was led without regret, 
To cast the bowl away! : 
AMES. 


—_——_ 


4 SONG. ¥ +. 7 
AND ARE YE SURE THE NEWS IS TRUE? 
_Tune— There’s nae luck about the house,” 
“ AX. are ye sure the news is true, 
And are ye sure he’s sign’d? 
{ can’t believe the joyful tale, 
And leave my fears behind. 
If John has sign'd and drinks no more, 
The happiest wife am I ne 
That ever swept a cottage hearth, 
Or sung 2 lullaby} gees wae 
For there’s nae luck about the house, 
aanere’s nee mate. De 
nd ganes the ¢ 0” the hous 
Since he to drink adh ’ 


. a 


, 
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Whose eye so kind, whose hand so strong, 
Whose love so true will shine, 
If he have bent his heart and hand 
The total; pledge to sign ? 
But what puts breaking in my head? 
T trust he’ll taste no more; 
Be still, be still, my beating heart, 
Hark! hark! he’s at thedoor! 
For there’s nae luck about the house, 
There’s been nae luck at a’, 
And nanes the-comfort o’ the house, 
Since he to drink did fa’! 


And blessings on the helping hands 
That send him back to me, 
Haste, haste, ye little ones, and run, 
Your father’s face to see. 
And are you sure, my John, you’ve sign’d ? 
And are you sure tis past? . 
Then mine’s the happiest brightest home 
On temp’rance shores at last! 
_ There’s been nae luck about the house, 
But now ’tis comfort a’! 
And heaven preserve my ain gudeman, 
That he may never fa’ !” ; 


SONG FOR NEW YEAR. . 
SONS OF FREEDOM, ALL REJOICE! 
Ain—Hail Columbia. 

AIL! The New Year Jubilee, 
Hail! Our nation still is free ! 
Raise we all our cheerful voice, 
And in thankful songs rejoice ; 
Join we then with sweet accord, 
Praise we now our common Lord. 
May we not our joys express? 
~ While heav’n deigns our land to bless, 
Guards our rights, Sahay on our days, 
God is wortby of all praise. , 
Let us praise ; for it is meet, 
Pay our homage at his feet. 


Sons of freedom, all rejoice ! 
‘We again lift up our voice, 
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Make the upper regions ring 
With the tribute which we bring, 
All united, we agree, ~ ‘ 
Hail! The New Year Jubilee. 
Sing aloud! ’tis heaven's due, 
Sing we in the spirit too. 
Lo! our country still is free, 
May she thus for ever be! : 
May her youthful patriots, we, 
Hail our nation’s Jubilee. 


From our foes we will not fly, , 
Watch ! for enemies are nigh ; 
Moral evils wait around, 
And alarming they are found ; 
Rum’s foul spirit leads the van, 
Him to conquer, on—wevcan ! 
We our country s future stay, 
Let us walk in wisdom’s way, 
Early seek and find the Lord, 
Live according to his word. 
Thus we gain a heav’n of love, 
Sing a Jubilee above. 


SONG. ol ogm 
THE DRUNKARD'S GRAVE. 
Atr---Tom Starboard was a lover true. 
SAW a youth in his father’s hall,. 

Whose joy-lit eye and aspect gay, 
Show’da hie yet free from aed thrall— 
Light as the billowy ocean’s spray: ~~ 

Generous, virtuous, fair and brave, 
~ Yet he fills a drunkard’s grave. 


lsaw by. the midnight taper’s gleam, 
A tireless student, pensive, pore 
O’er hist’ry’s page, or some noble theme, 
: That poets have sung in classie lore. — 
Yet the green willow doth o’er him wave, 
Alas !—he sleeps in the drunkard’s grave. 
I saw an old man, whose locks were grey, — 
Silver’d by care and the length of years; _ 
Unmov'd by these signs ot eae — , 
And by his children’s frequent tears, 


-!  —_— 
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‘Ab! they may weep, but cannot save 
That erring man froma drunkard's grave. 


The young, the old, and the bravé are there, 
The proud ang the humble together sleep ; 
The father, caught by intemperance’ snare, 
And his son, who once could o’er him weep. 
The rich—the poor—the free—the slave, 
Go alike to the drunkard’s grave. 


THE FIREMAN’S. SONG. 
Arr---King and the Countryman. 
His there not, now any fireman’s song, 
I think it a pity they’re neglected so long, 
For wherever, wherever, wherever they be, 
They’re always true-hearted, merry and free. 
Ding, dong, bang away, 
Engines now drag away, 
Off with your hose, and play away. 


When fire is called, and the bells loud ring, 

Let every one to his engine spring, 

Let it rain, hail, snow or blow, 

There’s not one among us that will be slow. 
Ding, dong, bang away, &c. 


And now to a fire how nimbly we trip, 
And then up a ladder how nimbly we skip, 
While some at the arms are working away, 
Which causes the water swiftly to play, 

. Ding dong, bang away, &c. 


To keep the cold out, and prevent its striking in, 
Some will drmk brandy and some will drink gin. 
With a piece of bread anda slice of ham, 

Cold water and coffee is our best dram. 

aS Ding dong, bang away, &c. 


_ Now here is a health to firemen all, 
May they always be ready to attend their call, 
And wherever, wherever, wherever they be, 
At the last gre*t alarm may they all ready be. 

Ding, dong, bang away, : 
ines now, drag away, 


En 1 
or with. your hose, and play away. 


r- 
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Ist } oice. 
2Qd Voice, 
1st Voice. 


2d Voice. 


3d Voice. 
1st Voice. 
/ 


3d Voice. 
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TEMPERANCE GLEE. 
Atr—Social Glass. 


THE time has come for us to be free; 

I think so too. 3d Voice. And so dol. 

We will no longer drunkards be! 

And wallow in the gutter. 

We can be men. Let us proclaim 

That we ever temperate will remain. 

Baltimore fired the first temperance gun, 

One shot bit me. 2d Voice. Another 
one me, 

I'm hit too. 


Chorus. Cheer up! ye friends of temperance, 


2d Voice. 
3d Voice. 
2d Voice. 


3d Voice. 


1st Voice. 
2d Voice. 


3d Voice. 


,3d Voice. 
1st Voice. 


3d Voice. 
Ist Voice. 
2d Voice. 


3d Voice. 
2d Voice. 


1st Voice. 
2d Voice. 


- 3d Voice. 


The cause it now looks glorious, 
The tyrant Alcohol must yield ; 
He cannot stand beforo us. 


{ once did rum and brandy drink ; 

So did T. 1st Voice. I drank too. 

I got drunk as a beast one night, 

And lay down in a grog-shop. 

There in my ear I heard a shout, 

That fellow is drunk!.O kick him out! 
They kicked me out of the shop door, 
I said to myself, I will drink no more! 
They served me just so, 1st Voice. Mo 

too. 


Cheer up! &c. 


We have been drunkards long enough! 
We'll drink no more. 2d Voice. Amen 
to that. 
For we have signed the Perens pledge, 
And cannot think of yiel ines 
For temperance now is our delight ; 
May God sustain, and keep us right. 
O glorious day, which heard us say 
We'll drink no more ! 1st Voice. No more! 
No more! 
Cheer up, &. , . 


-Rumsellers say we make a fuss 5 
know we do. 
We mean to make more, ee 


—.. 
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jst Voice. Till rumsellers give their business up, 
: And join the’ cold water army. 

2d Voice. For selling rum is very bad, 
“ . (And drinking makes’ our families sad,) 
3d Voiee. Pray do give it up. Our wives will re- 
; oice ; 

Ist Voice. And bless you for it. 
2d Voice. And thank you too, 

Cheer up! &c. 


2d Voice. Cold water boys, stick to your text; 
3d Voice. United be. ist Voice. For temperance. 
2d Voice. Rumsellers you quite soon will see 
_ Join the cold water,arm 
3d Voice.’ ea EP Youd pledge | will guide them 


The old oaken bucket will be their song ; 
1st Voice. They will sell no more liquor. Most glo- 
rious news. 
3d Voice. My wife will rejoice. 1st Voice. Mine too, 
2d Voice. So will mine! . . ; 
“Cheer up! &c. pe opt 
3d Voice. The ladies, they will join us too; 
Ist Voice. Oh! how sweet, 
2d Voice. ‘Their smiles to meet, 
3d Voice. For they will help us in our work, _ 
{ And cheer us on to glory. 
1st Voice. Your voices tune to the temperance call, 
Come to our meetings, one and all; 
2d Voice. For we shan’t go ahead, if you leave us 
alone ; 
3d Voice. Sol know you’llnot doit. Ist Voice. Ono, 
2d Voice. Not you. 
Cheer up, &c. 


. HAIL, TEMPERANCE HAIL! 
Thou art the oT man's Friend. 
Tunp—Bride’s Farewell, 
AIL, ye happy friends of las pane 
Met within these pleasant walls. 
To converse about our doings, 
Since we cast away our bowls. 


We are safe, and we are happ Py; 
Walking in the paths of truth; 
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Doing all within our power 
To reclaim the wandering youth. 


We'll restore both peace and union, 
Bring the captives back again ; 
Throw their prison doors wide open, 
And knock off their galling chains. 


Then the father and the mother, 
Brothers, and their sisters too, 

The weeping wife with her dear children, 
Who have bid their friends adieu, 


Will receive them back in welcome, 
Holding out the friendly hand, 

And will bless the Washingtonians 
Who brought back their friends again, 


— 


DASH THE CUP ASIDE. 
From the Washingtonian.—A1r—Ortonville. 


- ET not your heart sink down in gloom, 
Poor victim of the bowl ; ’ 
Descend not to a drunkard's tomb; 
Your raging thirst control, ‘ 


Look up with joy, the time has come, 
_ We hail the welcome day ; 

Here vow, for wife, and babes, and home, 
To dash the cup away. 

\ 2 

From Erin’s early ransomed shore, 
“ Tee-total” all, they ery ; 

From “ Washingtons” at Baltimore 
This shout ascends the sky. 


Now swell the chorus far and wide— 
Let drunkards hear the sound, 

And rouse them from the gutter side— 
For sure the lost is Sound, 


The pledge! the pledge! the glorious pledgs— 
We'll drink not till we die f < ; 
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We'll shun the mad’ning beverage ; 
We've vow’d, and will not lie! 


TEMPERANCE HYMN. 


Tune :—Zion,—from the Boston Academy’s Col- 
lection of Church Music. 


| cos the mountain top and valley, 
See! the banner streaming high ! 
While the sons of freedom rally, 
To the widow’s lonely cry 
Sisters weeping, 
Bid us to the rescue fly. 


Could we hear the- mother pleaditig, 
Heaven relief would quickly send; 
Can we see our country bleeding, 
Still refuse our aid to lend ? 
No! dread monster, 
Here thy triumph soon shall end. 


Must Wwe see the drunkard reeling © 
(Void of reason) to the grave, 
Where’s the heart so dead to feeling— 
Who would not the wanderer save ? 
God of mercy, 
Tis thy blessing now we crave. —s_ 


Dearest Saviour, oh, relieve us, 
Unto thee we humbly bow,— 
Let that fiend no more deceive us, 
Grant thy loving favor now ; 

While against him 
Here we pledge a sacred vow. 


Now the trump of Temperance sounding, 
_ Rouse! ye freemen, why delay 2 
Let your voices all resounding, 
elcome on the happy day 
- When that tyrant 
* Must resign his cruel sway. 


Nor again shall he molest us, 
(Though he has oppressed us sore) 
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Nor poisonous breath infest us— 
Sooh we’!! drive him from our shores, 
All uniting— 
Shout—the monster s reign is o'er, 


MODERATE DRINKER. 
Tounre—Pleyei’s Hymn. 
RUNKARDS once were given up; 
All supposed them past relief : 
But they now renounce the cup, 
And in labors they are chief. 


Words that come from drunkard’s lips, _ 
Moderate drinker! them receive ; 
They declare that he who sips 
Is.in danger, them believe. 


Moderate drinker! O beware, 
Satan spreads a dreadful net; 
“ Where you tread, he’s laid a snare, 
And he thinks he'll have you yet. — 


Moderate drinker ! O give heed, 
Take no more for “stomach’s sake ;” 


From the drunkard’s path recede, 
All you have now lies at stake. - 


Moderate drinker ! O beware, 
Break the habit you’ve begun ; 

Turn your feet from every suare; © 
Take the pledge, or you're undone. - 


-THE SONG OF THE REFORMED. 
Tounz—Bonny Boat. 
BY .G. F. HORTON... } 
OME, come, and let's in unison, 
To God our voices raise, 
Whose band thus far has led us on 
In temperance’ flowery ways. 
We stood as one abouttobe = = 
Oterwhelmed by the wave 
Pursuing fast the thorny ro 
Down to the drunk 
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And were his arm not interposed 
We had ere this been there 
Sing then of the Almighty grace 
hat warned us to beware. 


That took and made us men again, 
Respected, loved, and blest, 

And show to all inebriates 
Sobriety is best. 


— 


THE DRUNKARD’S RESOLVE. 
Arr---Am Inot fondly thine own ? 
Ge go, thou that enslay’st me, 
Now, now thy power is o’er ; 
Long, long have I obeyed thee, 
Now I'll not drink any more. 
No, no, no, no, 
No, [’linot drink any more. | 


Thou, thou bringest me ever, 
Deep, deep sorrow and pain;. 
Then, then, from thee I’ll sever, 
Now [ll not serve thee again. 
No, no, no, no, 7 
No, [’ll not serve thee again. 


Rum, rum, thou hast bereft me, 
Home, friends, pleasures so sweet, 
Now, now forever I’ve left thee, 
- Thou and I never shall meet. 
No, no, no, no, 
Thou and I never shall meet. 


Joys, joys bright as the morning, 
Now, now on me will pour ; 
Hope, hope sweetly is dawning 
ow I'll notdrink any more, 
No, no, no, no, 
No, I'llnot drink any more. “ys. u. a. 
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THE SONG OF THE REDEEMED. 
BY REV. J. PIERPONT, 
Common Metre. 


E, come! we come, that have been held 
In burning chains so long ; 
We're up! and on we come, a host 
Full fifty thousand strong. 
The chains we've snapped that held us round 
The wine-vat and the still; 
Snapped by a blow—nay, by a word, 
That mighty word, I wit! 


We come from Belial’s palaces, 
The tippling shop and bar; 
And, as we march, those gates of hell 
Feel their foundations jar. 
The very ground, that oft has held, 
All night, our throbbing head, 
Knows that we’re up—no more to fall, - 
And trembles at our tread. 


From dirty den, from gutter foul, 
‘From watch-house and from prison, 
Where they, who gave the poisonous glass, 
Had thrown us, have we risen ;° 
From garret high have hurried down, 
From cellar stived and dam 
Come up; till alley, lane and street 
Echo our earthquake tramp ; 
‘ 
And on—and on—a swelling host 
Of temperance men we come, ° 
Contemning and defying all ~ 
The powers and priests of ram :— 
A host redeemed, who’ve drawn the sword, 
And sharpened up its edge, 
And hewn our way, through hostile ranks 
. To the tee-total pledge. ie tees } 


To God be thanks, who pours us out 
Cold water from his hills,  - __ 

Ip_crystal springs and ba bling brooks, 

In lakes and sparkling rills! 


— 
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From these to quench our thirst we come, 
With freemen’s shout and song. 

A host already numbering more 
Than fifty thousand strong. 


FAREWELL TO THE GLASS. 

Air—Bright Rosy Morning. 

ss HE last link is broken 
That bound us to thee,” 

The pledge is our token, 

We from thee are free ! 

Chorus. Then let us, let us shout and sing ; 

And (as onward we -pass ;) 
Make the wide welkin ring 
With farewell to the glass. 


King Alcohols fetters 

Are broken in twain ; 

To him in subjecgation, 

We'll ne’er bow again ! 

Chorus. It will follow, follow, follow, follow, 

As onward we pass ;) 
That our wives join in singing, 
Farewell to the glass 


We once thought thee useful, 
That error is o’er. i? 
We’er better without thee, 
We'll use thee no more! 
Chorus. Then let us, Jet us shout and sing ; 
And (as onward we pass;) 
Make the wide welkin ring 
With farewell to the glass, 


No longer we prize thee 

For what thou hast been; 

Thou hast ruined our healths, 

And made beasts of our men. 

Chorus. Then let us, let us shout and sing; 

And (as onwurd we pass ;) 
Make the wide welkin ring 
With farewell to the glass; 
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In ranks with the drunkard, 
No more we appear 


From 


demon Intemp’rance 


We'll keep ourselves clear ! 


Chorus. 


C 


And the merry, merry, merry shout 
And (as onward we pass; 

Of our wives and our children 

Is, fareweli to the glass. 


—— 


THE TEMPERANCE PAW. 
Air—Law. 

OME list to me a minute, 

A song, I’m going to sing it, 


‘There is something serious in it, 
"Tis about the temperance paw. 
P, A, W, paw, 

The largest ever you saw, 


If 


you’ve any commisseration 


For the luckless situation, 
Of a poor drunkard’s station, 

Just hear the tale of their paw. 
His wife was indutriously spinning, 
His children were merrily grinning, 
And he the cash was winning, © 

As fast.as he could claw. 

C, L, A, W, claw, ~ 

Went each industrious paw, 

And all was jollification, 

Till rum, the curse of the nation, 
Was put in circulation, ; 

And a bottle full put in his paw. 
Intemperance then came creeping, 
With misery and weeping, 

And his appetite increasing, 
. Did like a viper gnaw, 
G, N, A, W, gnaw 
All the cash of his honest paw. 
His wife and children, he beat them, 
If when drunk, he chanced to meet them, 
And his friends, he did ill treat them 

By the wag of his drunken jaw. 
But to make short work of my story, 
His farm, in which he did glory, 
And with it the whole of his money 

gat - ' 


THE TEMPERANCE MUSE. 37 


Was drank away in a flaw, 

¥, L, A, W, flaw, 

Like snow in an April thaw. 

If you’ve any commisseration 
Think of your wife’s consternation 
And his didarah's situation, 

And stretch forth the temperance paw. 
Now drunkards prepare to knock under, 
Or we,ll be down on you like thunder, 

With our great temperance paw, 

P, A, W, paw, 

We’ll take all the rum from your jaw. 
Hurrah for the cold water army, 

Of rum, they intend to disarm ye, 
But do not wish for to harm ye, 

With their great temperance paw. » 

Tair. 


A NEW TEMPERANCE SONG, 
Airn—Sandy and Jenney. 
af OME, come, jolly Harry,” cried Waters, “ ’tis 
time, 
There’s Hawkins with reason, and Jewett with rhyme, 
Come hear what the Temperance lecturers say 
And join the tee-totallers’ banner to-day.” 


“ No, no, my old codger,”’ said Harry with speed, 
* I’m not to be caught by that gammon indeed ; 
Besides, if I sign, what will Swiggonton say ? 

So none of your cold water doings to-day.” 


“‘ Take care, my good fellow, and mind what you do, 
Both whiskey and grog are bad liquors for you; 
You're getting quite frequently over the bay, 

So sign the tee-totaller’s paper to-day.” 


«No, aye Aqnuatic,’’ he answered again, 

“ You'd like a suff bumper yourself, it is plain ; 
Besides, I’ve got used to it now, as they say, 

So I'll stick to the switchell, at least for to-day.” 


* Good-bye to you then,” Waters gravely replied, 
You i He your own welfare, it can’t be denied ; 


‘ 
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For could you but hear what the leéturers say, 
You’d join the society this very day.” 


“ Stay, stay, honest Waters, ” said he with a smile, 

“)’ve been thinking you're right in the main all the 
while; 

Let drunkards and rumsellers a as they may, 

I'll sign the tee-totallers’ paper to-day.’ 


THE ALCOHOLIC KING, OR THE RUM JUGS. 
Am—Tuankard and Glass, 
[Scene---A couple of Bottles on the table.] 
ENERAL Rum is in that cell, 
General Brandy’s neighbor, 
Of wine and gin we've had our fill, ‘ 
Nor for them will we labor, 
Now any man that will do so, 
Deals in liquid poison, 
Fills the country full of woe, 
Of drunkards’ riots noising. 
Prey Away the rogues—away the roguea— 
Away to execution ; 
Touch not, taste not, handle not, 
But sign the constitution. 


What have they done? you'll answer quick ; 
Taken away our reason ; 
Wickedly have made us “speak 
Words the worst of treason, | 
He in the night has put to flight, 
The weeping, tender mother, _ 
He has kill’d of babes an awful sight, 
Enough to make one shudder; 
Chorus. _ Away the rogues, &c, 


The husband kind, the mother good, 

How oft these rogues have parted ; 

Of millions more have fey the blood, 
ed, 


Who died quite broken- 
They’ve blown up Ws cal whe? our 
+p ships sin : 


(eof 
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Killed thousands of vakant sailors, 

The working man how oft he trips, 

The snobs, the cobs, the tailors. 
Chorus. Away the rogues, &c. 


Mechanics one and all have felt 

You cruel in deception, 

And neither fit you are for man, 

You steal the grand conception ; 

The fancy, fire and moral wit 

The God of heaven gaye us, 

You rob us of—a sot to sit— 

O pity come and save us. 
Chorus. Away the rogues, &c, 


King Alcohol our houses burns, 
The best of judges know it; 
That lying next to stealing is, 
The hapless drunkards show it. 
Within those old brown jugs they bear, 
The devil there reposes, 
No more for them you see we care, 
Who give us bloody noses. 
[ Knocks the bottles over.] 
Chorus. Away the rogues—away the rogues—, 
Away to execution ; 
Touch not, taste not, handle not, 
But sign the constitution. 
J. WAUGH, 


TO BE SUNG AFTER SIGNING THE CON- 
STITUTION. 


Airn—Scols who have with Wallace bled. 
; a whom fellowship i seg 
Friends, combine to tune the lyre, 
Chorus join in grateful ire, 
i night he signed the pledge’! 
Free to aid in social band, 
Brothers, we are hand in hand, 
Of each the other does demand, 
That we live soberly. 
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Brothers, we are thus designed, 

Ever faithful, ever kind, : 

While power holds out te be incline 

To feel each other’s pain. ’ 
Chorus. Free to aid, &e. 


*Tis we who take the widow’s part, 
?Tis we who cheer a drooping heart, 
And from our pledge we'll ne’er depart, 
This is our aim and end. 

Chorus. Free to aid, &c. 


When rum’s disorders us invade, 
Then Washingtonians on parade, 
Like faithful brothers will give aid 
To inebriates in distress. 

Chorus. Free to aid, &c. 


And should we live till silver hair, 
Around about our shoulders rear, 
Let temp’rance be our motto here, 
Till we go to the grave. 
Chorus. Free to aid, &c. J. WAUGH, 


THE BLESSED HOPES OF HEAVEN. 
Arn—Nanneo. 

no calm and sweet as day-light comes, 
Now all my thoughts are o’er, O, 

Like stars that peep from cloudless skies, 

By inspiration’s lovely power ; 

What cheered mein my childhood’s days, 

Those visions back again are given, O, 

Thank God for these, and humbly pray _ 

For blessed hopes of grace and heaven, O. 


Ere manhood’s stormy path I trod, 


‘With friends that now are with the dead, 


Ere by the fiends a drunkard made, 
My path with early flowers was spread, 
Mine’s now the{woes deserters know, 
By dire intemp’rance wandering driven, OQ, 
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Vet through the gloom there seems to flow 
Some blessed hopes of heaven, O. - 


The gift how sweet is water pure, 
Without the guilt of drunken man ; 
Without th’? mixture to allure, 

Th’ accurst, intoxicating plan; 

Oh blessed gift, the gift of God, 

O’er life’s rough ocean driven, ’O, 

Blest temp’rance the peaceful road, 
That leads to blessed hopes of heaven O. 


The joys and tears of other years, 

The pleasant voice that sweetly sung, 
The strain the bacchanalian cheers, 
Now mute shall ever be his tongue; 
The God of temp’rance night and day, 
Those visions back to me hath given O, 
Thank God for these, I humbly pray 


For faith and bleed hopes of anor O. 
J. WAUGH. 


4 


THE HAPPY y LUMBERMAN. 
Air—Primrose Girl, 
Wy er: do you think of me, my lass? 
My age it’s only twenty-one, 
A tighter lad you can’t caress, 
A sober, temperate lumberman ; 
With a healthy, wealthy lumberman, 
A statesman too, who can deny? 
Down Pye laid the lofty tree, 
Made gardens grow and streams to flow. 
My business is the work divine, 
The gardener of the world I shine, 
A jolly, temperance lumberman. 


TPllask my mother first, says she, 
Oh lovey, don’t you think it’s wise, 
The riches in the busb, and we 
Can win industry’s noble prize ; 
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The church is up on yonder hill; 

We'll go in two, and come out one. 

And then by care and virtue’s skill, — 

We'll plant the land we live upon. 
Chorus. With a healthy, wealthy, &c. 


And when you go into the bush, 

As you were wont to do, you know, 

And see us in the rafting stream, 

Tis pure delight, my love, to go; 

Now in one day the wood was cut, 

You see the mighty mountain clear, 

The war was done by me and dad, k. 

And now ’tis owned by you, my dear. 
Chorus. With a healthy, wealthy, &c. 


They signed the pledge—that heavenly vow 
They proved to all the world the plan, 
That life and riches only come 
By him who is a temp’rance man. 
A happy pair, and God them blest, 
Their neighbors all admir’d their plan, 
Cold want their children ne’er distrest, 
And old age crown’d the lumberman. - 
Chorus... With a healthy, wealthy, &c. 
J. WAUGH. 


WE HAVE BEEN CARRYING TWO BASKETS. 
J. Hawkins, 
ts Wester: T the thought that we as men, 
Shall now two baskets bear, 
The best for him who’s always been 
The cause of our despair; 
For he who’s sold the deadly draught, 
On chickens has been fed, . 
Whilezour dear wives and little ones 
Went supperless to bed. 


But now we do rejoice at heart, a 
That better times have come, : 


pn. i 
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That he who made us wild and mad, 
Shall sell us no more rum; _ 

Nor make our father’s heart to ache, 
Nor mother’s heart to fear, 

Or make us love our brother less, 
Or sister hold less dear. ‘ 


A whirlwind’s the reward of him, 
Who soweth to the wind, 

And he who selleth liquid death, 
A herring and his fins ; 

And may its bones a pillow be, © 
To ease the vender’s head ; 

While our dear wife and little ones 
Shall be on ‘‘ bacon” fed. 


Arr—Humers of Glen, 
HEN Israel’s God in his anger had spoken, 
WwW The hig prefigur'd the curse that he will’d : 
ife’s golden bow! should be broken, 
wine should be fill’d. 


It was not that 
But every bottle wit 


The priest of the altar, besotted and drunken, 
Was ne p’d in the vengeance that heaven had 
hurl’d ; 
Kings, prophets, and patriachs drank—and were 
drunken ; : 
The grape’s purest juice was the curse of the world. 


Their bottles were fill'd with the nectar that gladdens 
The heart—which the patriach drew from the vine; 

And not with that tincture of ruin that maddens ; 
God's vials of wrath were their bottles of wine! 


Avert, God of mercy, that sorrow and sadness, 
That broke the fond hearts of Jerusalem then : 
Permit not the spirit of murder and madness 
To move with the form and the features of men. 


Ob, let us not torture the treasures of Heaven, 
To find where the secret of misery lies. ~ 


¢ 
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The stream, as it ripples, the rock that is riven, 
The pure draught of nature for mortals supplies. 


The bonds of the bacchanal hence let us seyer ; 
The draught that bewilders the reason, resign ; 
The type of the prophet be cherish’d for ever— 
God's vials of wrath were their bottles of wine! 
SERGENT. 


MISSISSIPPI. 
A1r—Banks of Doon. 


yes hills and dales and groves around, 
Where Mississippi winds her way, 
Your vales shall flourish, fields shall shine, 
To all the world in splendor gay. 

The day shall come when beat of drum 
Shall frighten each invading tar ; 

When freedom on thy banks shall ery 
Against intemprance we make war, - 


Chorus. Then temp’rance sing, thy Saviour king, 
Huzza the brave and great ; 
The pledge—the pledge shall be your 
prize, 
The world can ne'er defeat. 


The towns arise on yonder hill, 

I hear the raving eagle cry, 

I see him wide extend his wing, 

A master of the earth, to fly. “ : 

The murm’ring rills, where feed the flocks, 

In many a far and winding dell, 

I think I see the mighty shade, 

Where peace and love do ever dwell. 
Chorus. Then temp’rance sing, &c. 


Oh mighty stream, with all thy brooks, — 
And trees of an enormous size, 4 
Unknown but by the sovereign Lord, 
Author of all, the good and wise; mr 


— 


‘ 


— = 
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Then haste away—how pleasing glide 
The sons of commerce o’er the sea— 
Thy mighty shades shall be the haunts 
Of temp’rance, love and liberty. 


Chorus. Then temp’rance sing, thy Saviour king, 
Huzza the brave and great ; 
Where cities rise, and pledge the prize, 
To temp’rance’ blest retreat. 
J. WAUGH. 
NEW YEAR’S TEMPERANCE HALLEL. 
Air—Meeting of the Waters. 
ALLELUJAH ! we sing, to the Saviour of man, 
Whose smile has attended the abstinence plan, 
Whose blessing has saved the drunkard from death, 
And brought him to walk in the temperance path. 


Hallelujah! we sing for the mercies bestow'd 
In leading the wretched to peace and to God ; 
And saving lost drunkards from ruin and woe, 
And making them blessings wherever they go! 


Hallelujah! we sing, let God be ador’d 

For dwellings of sorrow to comfort restored ; 

Where the drunkard once dwelt, the graces now reign; 
And the motto of each and of all is, abstain. 


Hallelujah ! we'll sing, as the watchword we give ; 


Hallelujah ! we’ll sing so long as we live. 
Hallelujah! to Jesus, the Saviour of man j 
Hallelujah ! be sung by all who abstain. 

. BURNS. 


THE JOLLY PRINTERS. 
A1r— Tankard and Glass. 
ROLIC and Freedom ‘list with us, 
Come and join our chorus, 
Harmony with social glee, 
In order ruling o’er us. 
Is temp’rance not as good as gold? 
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Ask the jolly printers ; 
Franklin a cold water man, 
The first of Faust’s comment’ors. 


Chorus. Is temperance not better than gold, 
Ask the jolly printer ; 
Rum, gin and brandy now are sold 
That kill the men they enter. 


? 


Oft we ramble up and down, 
And change our situation; 
Tis then we get a peep at man, 
In every rank and station. 
A newspaper’s a looking-glass, 
~ 'There’s all the world to look at, 
Give history the best you will, 
There's plenty in’t to weep at. 
Chorus. Is temperance not better than gold? &c. 


The priests, the poets and the kings, 
Bear rule in foreign nations; ° 
To politics we give the wings, 
In. true or false relations. ‘ 
The will 0’ the wisp the printer’s art, 
They keep the world a going, | ~- 
And it they make a looking-glass, 
Men’s actions always, showing. 
Chorus. Is temperance, &ce. 


Lawyers and doctors all agree 
Whatever takes our reason, . 
From such an evil all should flee, 
And sue the rogue for treason ; 
Treason to his country, 
Poison the distiller, 
Murder red rum backward spells, 
‘The wife that takes ’twill kill her. 
Ciorus. Is temperance, &c. 
J. WAUGH, 


Ain—America. — ie 
OME join our noble crew, — be - 
Sailor and landsman too, i. 

- 4 P Pe J ~~ 
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To you we sing 
Proclaim your broken bones, 
Proclaim your children’s moans, ~ 
Proclaim red-rum in’ groans, 
Destructive fire. 


Backwards now read his name, 
Murder—eternal shame 
Let temperance roar ; 
Confound your knavish tricka 
Confound rum politics, 
No more your poison sticks, 
Shall stir our bowl. 


No more your poison oil 
Our aeethU iedies spoil, 
Or rob the poor ; 
Put out your little hell, 
Where death and murder dwell, 
In your dark damning cell, 
Renounce your trade. 


The farmer’s fruit and grain, 
No more with poison stain, 
Shall ye distill. 

Makers of spirit. mobs, 
Makers of men who rob, 
Dealers in dirty jobs, 
Put out rum fire. 


By great Jehovah’s name, 
By all the gods of fame, | 
Mock not poor man. 
God save the great and good, 
From the cursed poison’s flood ; 
Water and wholesome food, 
We will enjoy. J. WAUGH, 


A PARODY ON BURNS’ JOLLY BEGGARS 
Air—Jolly mortals fill your glasses. 
[Scene—A. white pitcher and glass.] 


Sar the reystal stream before us, 
Mark our good and wholesome ring, 
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Round and round take up the chorus 

And in raptures let us sing, ~ 

Fal der rol, &c. 

A fig for all rum law protected, 

Adam’s wine is far the best, 
Drink, my boys, and recollect it, 

It gives wholesome sleep and rest. 

[For a chorus repeat the first four lines.] 


What is title, what is treasure, 
By the gambling spendthrift got, 
Rum is sure a curs’d deceiver, ~ 
He may die a drunken sot. 
With a ready hand you're able 
Round to labor all the day, 
Food for which get on your table, 
Water drink and sing huzza. 
Chorus—[First four lines.] 


Does the train-attended carriage 
Lighter through the world e’er go? 
Don't the sober state of marriage, 
To the pledge its blessings owe ? 
Life is ne’er a variorum, 
Who regards it as it goes, 
A sober man is all deeorum, 
The drunkard always full of woes. 
Chorus—[First four lines.] 


If you want the world’s best favor, 

Take a shop and sell the gin, ° 4% 
To rum and brandy give a flavor, . 
Rogues and thieves they will step in ; 

Right and reason the poor soakers, _ 
Grand conception you will have, _ 
Then bazars will raise the pokers, 
Biggest rogue prove meanest slave, 
; Chorus—[First four lines.] 
? f “ J. WAUGH. 


THE DYING DRUNKARD, — 
Arrn— Stilly night. = 
FT has my heart beeh sad, oe 
My wife and children Wins 
PE aes a 
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Nipt with cold and thinly clad 
Jed the bliss of sleeping. 
The morning cheers of early years 
By dissipation wasted, 
A well-stored cot a beggar’s lot, 
Through rum so.vilely tasted, 
Chorus—Oft has my heart, &c. - 


[Repeat the first four lines.] 


My friends take care, for rum’s a snare, 
eath’s drink, there’s no denying, 

A spirit broke, Oh dread, beware, 
Be true, the foe defying. 

Now aches my head, and now half dead, 
1 roll about and tumble, 

How dark and drear, my hope is fled, 
No more can I dissemble. 

Chorus—My friends take care, &c. 


Olmthe pledge, Oh the pledge, 
E’re sleepless death have bound me, 
Let me sign—let me sign— 
With children all around me. 
I feel the gout, I am done out, 
A constitution broken— 
His light was fled, he died in doubt, 
With not a friend around him. 
Chorus—Oh the pledge, &c. J. WAUGH. 


THE RESTORED DRUNKARD. 
Arr—Stilly night. 
On in the stormy night, 
Then gone was all our wood-pile, 
Now I've got a sober sight, 
And gone is all my rum toil ; 
For rum no more I'll be made sore, 
Now I remember sorrows, 
The rum, the gin, the brandy made 
When I gave peace for horrors. 
Chorus—Oft in the stormy night. 


[Repeat the first four lines.] 


Now in the snowy night 
Since I am sober, steady, 
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I view my pets: with delight 
My money still is ready— 
I'm proud to think now I admire 
A wife a husband's care is, 
The pledge in truth fills each desire, 
And plenty good our fare is. 
Chorus—Oft in the snowy night, &c. 
J. WAUGH, 
HYMN. 
Tunz— Coronation. ‘ 
LL hail the power of abstinence! ~ , 
Let drunkards prostrate fall! 


Bring forth our Washingtonian Pledge, 


And let them sign it all. 


Ye brandy drinkers! ne’er forget 
There’s poison in the cup ; 

*T will taint your sweetest springs of life, 
And on your vitals sup. 


Save, you who love the temperance cause, 
The tippler from his fate ; ' 
Now is the time to stop his arrange 
Before it is too late. : 


O, save them from so dread an ava, 
‘Tis duty to your God ! 

And in the rescued drunkard’s thanks 
You’)! find a sure reward. 


Strive on ! our power at last will pat & 
The drunkard from his bane; 

’T will overcome the hydra’s cited 
Till all his headS are slain, "an 


Then for the monster's ae foot ' 
No resting-place is found. c 
His magic spell no more shall shy, evel) 


But be for ever bound. f 


Yes! when we join the aia mperane 
‘The triad then must fall; 
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We'll shout with joy at his demise, 
And this shall be his pall. 


Air—Begone dull care. 


QO" come, blessed care, I pray thee come to me, 
Oh come blessed care, thou and I will ever 
agree, 
Long time then mayest thou tarry here, 
My pleasure to fulfil 
But Oh, blessed care, ’tis to thee I owe my skill. 


Chorus. My loye shall dance, and I will sing 
A jolly temperance lay, 
I hold it one of the wisest things, 
Upon our bridal day. 
He. es sign the pledge, I pray thee dear, come 
ree, 
Come sign the pledge, my blessed wife to be. 


She. Long time I have been tarrying, dear, 
’ But you would have your gill ; 
But now you are a sober man, 
You have my right good will. 
Chorus. My love, &c. 


Oh come, blessed care, the artist’s rest from toil, 
Oh come, blessed care, thou crowner of the soil, 
Thou guardian of the tender fair, 
Good farmer’s pure delight, 
Thou life of art and all that’s rare, 
Thou temperance’ holy light. 
Chorus. My love, &c. ' 


Oh come, blessed care, though changes all agree,” 
And time and chance befal both thee and me, 
We'll do our best, and true will be, : 

_ No nostrum shall us slay : 
For brandy, rum or gin or beer, 

We'll toss them all away. 

Chorus. My love, &c. 


“ 


J, WAUGH 


denn af 
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THE BRAVE AMERICAN, 
A1r—Badneyone. 


f betes is a land of varied scene, 
Where pilgrims love to roam, 
And though a ranger I have been, 
America’s my home. 
What deeds are done by temperance men, 
What deeds by brother man, 
May glory, glory, glory, crown 
The brave American. 
Chorus. Huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, 
Chorus to a man, 
You have the world’s applauses won 
The brave American, 
With heart’s delight a merry glee 
We sing his praise in spring, 
When on the rail-road car he moves, 
As swift as Eagle’s wing; 
To sing his songs in summer green, 
May glory,*glory, glory, crown 
. The brave American. 
Chorus. Huzza, &c. 


Yes, in this age his noble deeds 

Have raised a general zeal, 

Industry’s representative. 

The commonwealth his weal; 

The merchant and the farmer boys, 

The mechanics man to man, ; 

May glory, glory, glory, crown i 
The brave American. : ‘ 


Chorus. Huzza, &e. 


Upon the left see age and want, 
The right see health and life; 
And peace and love and sweet content 
- Between both man and wife. 
To La Fayette and Washington 
Tho founders of each happy man, 
May glory, glory, glory crown 
The brave American. f 
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STRONG DRINK, 
Air—Begone dull ‘care. 
EGONE, strong drink, I pray thee begone from 


me ; 
Begone, strong drink, with thee will I never agree ; 
Long time thou hast been tampering here, 

And fain thou would’st me kill, 

But I’m resolv’d, Im resolv’d, 

Thou never shalt bave thy will. 


Begone, strong drink, I pray thee begone from me ; 
Begone, strong drink, forever I will be free ; 
Altho’ there’s witchery-in thy smile, 

Thy smiles I will forego ; 

Thy palsied hand and faltering step 

Foretells my future wo. 


Begone, strong drink, I pray thee begone from me ; 
Wine, porter, ale, and beer, with you Ill never agree ; 
The pledge I]! sign, tho’ some oppose 
And s:iy et will be free ; 
And so say I; and now I’ll sing 
Farewell, strong drink, to thee. 

E.' Ee ¥F. 


Air—Am I not fondly thine own ? 


RAISE, praise, honor and glory, 
Light, light, o’er us will shine ; 
Joy, joy, the pledge is before ye, 
- Brothers and sisters come sign, 
Yes, yes, yes, yes, 
Brothers and sisters come sign. 


- Life, wife, babies and home too, 
House, lot, garden and kine 
Once, once more will be mine too, 
Brothers and sisters come sign, 

Yes, yes, yes, yes, 
Brothers and satel come sign. © 


Food, wood, winter for firing, 
Cost, lost Rum, Gin and Wine,: 
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Health, wealth, love, how inspiring, 
Brothers and sisters come sign. 

Yes, yes, yes, yes, 
Brothers and sisters come sign. 


Lot, cot, real estate, too, 

Man, wife, children combine, 

Build, build, real estate too, 

Brothers and sisters come sign. 
Yes, yes, yes, yes, ,? 

Brothers and sisters come sigh. 


Praise, praise, honor and glory, 
Light, light, o'er us will shine, 
Joy, joy, the pledge is before ye, 
Brothers and sisters come sign. 
Yes, yes, yes, yes, 
Brothers and sisters come sign. J. WAUGH) 


Airn—Bruce’s Address, 


HILDREN, who have rallied now 

Where Immanuel’s soldiers bow, 
Who will take the Temperance vow, 
And be a volunteer? 


Children ! hear the battle-cry, 

Sounding loud, and sounding nigh, 

From the throne of God on*high ,. 
Who'll be a volunteer? _ 


See ! the foo is gathering fast; : 
Hark ! his clanging trumpet-blast! 
Who will fight him to the last, 

And march a volunteer? 


Lo ! o’er all the tented field, 
. God will be our sun and shield ; 
Alcohol, the foe, shall yield, 2 
If all will volunteer, . — 


THE TEMPERANCE BANNER. _ 
oO} hail to the union in arts andinarms, = 
Oh hail to America with all her sweet aliihins, 
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For emblems of grandeur forever to sway 
With the Star Spangled Banner, Huzza boys, Huzza. 
Swayed by the Great Power 
Which good men adore, 
While the pledge and the banner 
In temperance shall wave, 
Giving peace, love and joy 
To the sons of the brave. 


Pure water, cold water, be this understood 
Is the best of all drinks with good wholesome food, 
But a stream of strong rum on ocean or lake, 
If permitted to drive us our boilers will break. 
if *Tis against wind and tide 
Who will brandy provide, 
While the pledge and the banner 
In temperance shall wave, 
Giving peace, love and joy 
To the sons of the brave. 


May that heaven-bent bow which shot peace o’er this 


an 
With the finger of temperance still point the com- 
mand, 
‘While our artists with genius our greatness display 
ind the demon intemperance be banished away. 
Swayed by the Great Power, 
Which good men adore, 
While the pledge and the banner, « 
. In temperance shall wave, 
Giving peace, love and joy 
To the sons of the brave. 
Oh hail, &c. [Repeat the first verse.] J. WAUGH. 


HYMN. : 
6s. & 8s. M. 


LEDG’D in a noble cause, 
We here each other greet; 
And bound by temperance laws, 
As friends and brothers meet, 
To make a full determined stand 
Against the foe that rules our land. ~ 
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*Tis true the work is great ; 
Our army is but small ; 
The foe is potentate ; 
But, if united all 
In close array, our little band 
Shall chase intemperance from the land. 


Then onward let us move, 

Our cause is good and great; 
We'll put to flight the foe, 

And renovate the state ; 
Nor for a moment quarter give; 
Resolved for.this to work and live. 


THE FIREMAN’S SONG. 


wr duty calls we’re wide awake, 

And ready on the spot, sirs ; 

And when aroused, our course we take, 
All other care’s forgot, sirs. 


Chorus. Then cheer we up, my gallant boys, 
. We fear no wind or weather ; 
United in a righteous cause, 
We’ll act and fight together. 


When fire is raging, and the ery 
Is wafted on the wind, sirs, 
_ Our ropes we man, and as we fly, 
The Victory’s not behind, sirs! 
Then cheer we up, 


The Hall-bell sounds the loud alarm, 
The Victory’s bells reply, sirs; ~ 
While yielding to their music’s charm, 
All danger we defy, sirs. _ 
Then cheer we up, &c. 


PN S| 

With active hand and sober head, 7 or 

Our charge we ne’er neglect, sirs; 
Ambitious in the race to lead, » 

And all that’s dear protect, sits, 


Then cheer we up, &c. 
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But now another cause demandg, 
We're up, and on the alert, sirs! 
With willing hearts and ready hands, 
We'll show ourselves expert, sirs. 

Then cheer we up, &c. 


Cold water we have thrown so long, 
And with such good effect, sirs, 
We join with joy the temperance throng ; 
Our aid you'll not reject, sirs, 
Then cheer we up, &c, 


‘The burning draught we’ve drank g0 oft, 
We'll drink no more again, sirs ; 
The false delusion, sad but soft, 
We’ve burst its galling chains, sirs. 
Then cheer we up, &c. 
. 


And now, with ardent hearts and hands, 
We come to join with you, sirs ; 
In the front rank to take our stands, 
The tyrant to subdue, sirs ! 
Then cheer we up, &c. 


TEMPERANCE ODE. . 
1 HEN over our land hung oppression’s dark 
Ww pall, = 
And clouds of the battle rose thick to the sky, 
Our fathers united their fortunes, their all, 
To purchase their Freedom, maintain it, or die! 


2 The contest was fierce, but they conquered in fight, 
And Liberty’s banner, in splendor unfurled, 

Waved high in the heavens, all radiant with light, 
Beheld and admired by a wondering world. 


3 As years rolled away, undisturbed by their foes, 
They prospered in peace, with the blessing of God, 
But soon a dread Tyrant, in terror uprose— 
The monster, Intemperance, was stalking abroad, 


4 Like blasts from the desert, his poisonous. breath, 
Swept over the land, in its blight and its gloom, 
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Diffusing the seeds of deep sorrow and death, 
While thousands went down in disgrace ‘to the 
tomb. 


5 The standard of Temperance our patriots reared, 
Around it soon gathered the good and the wise ; 
But now, as by magic, new hosts have appeared— 
The Drunkard is bearing it up to the skies. 


6 To-day, i in the Temperance cause we rejoice, 
May God speed it on through the land of the brave;, 
To-day, do we pledge, with our heart and our voice 
That its banner, with Freedom s in triumph shall 
wave ! 
8. DRYDEN PHELPS, 


FRIENDS OF FREEDOM. 
Arr—Bruce’s Address. 
RIENDS of freedom ! swell the song, 
Young and old, the strain prolong, 
Make the temp'rance army strong, 
And on to victory. 


Lift your banners, let them wave, 
- Onward march a world to save ; 
Who would fill a drunkards grave, 
And bear his infamy ? 


Shrink not when the foe appears ; 
Spurn the coward’s guilty fears ; 
Hear the sbrieks, behold the tears 
Of ruined families ! ! ny Oe | 
is Wa We 2 


Raise the glorious watchword hi J 
“ Touch not—taste not, till you jet ee 
Let the echo reach the sky, 

And earth keep jubilee. 


TEMPERANCE ODE. wt ; 
Arr—Auld Lang Syne. . 


. CO iens friends and brethren, all unite im a 


In bisa & hearty cheer, ti 


fa ‘ / 7 
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Pur cause speeds onward in its might, 
Away with doubt and fear. 


Chorus. We give the pledge, we join the hand, 
Resolved on Victory ; 
We are a bold, determined band, 
We strike for Liberty. 


Our wives—our children we'll defend ; 
Their groans and tears, no more 
Shall with the maddening liquor blend : 
Down with the Tyrant’s power. 
We give the pledge, we join the hand, &c. 


Henceforth we one and all proclaim 
Eternal war with Rum; 
This is our pledge, ‘* We drink no more.” 
Come join us, Brothers, come. 
We give the pledge, we join the hand, &c 


THE LOG CABIN, OR THE RECLAIMED. 


Air—Humors of Glen. 
i: YS -spring’s cheering ray that enlivens creation, 
“Puts all life-in motion, and veins in full play - 

But the tyrants of rum have so ruined our nation, 
?Tis winter’s chill blast with the drunkard alway— 
So said an old toper as he drunk left the grog shop, 

' With a red bloodshot eye, and a face like a flame, 
Our license is out, we are ruined, our game’s up, 
Repent your rash act, Oh ye rulers, for shame. 


So said a rum sot and a well known deceiver, 
’ As zigezag he grumbled away to himself, 
IT am ruined said he and the rum trade forever, 
My shop is broke up, we’re all laid on the shelf. 
The temperance men say, to sell rum it is sinful, 
Now a’nt that most shocking to rnin one’s trade, 
But by hook or by crook I can still get my skin full 
Though oft in the watch house drunk stretched I’ 

been Jaid. 

. “4 
How strange the delusion, his children no clothing, 
While the soft tear of pity which charity gave, 
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Would kindly unite with language most soothing 
Saying come, my good man, and your family save. 
You lie down to sleep and you wake up in anguish, 
No clothing for winter_have you got to wear, 

No one will employ vou, you are so deceiving, 

Come sign the blest pledge and you’ve nothing to fear. 


Now soon he goes home; but his kin were against 
him 

For in all the wide world he could not find a friend, 

But his true-hearted wife, who would never forsake 
him 

Though oft times to death’s door she’d been forced to 


bend, 
The pledge I have signed, said the poor wife half 
naked, ; 
That you drink what should feed us no one can deny, 
A drunkard thou art, and thou must be awakened, 
Or thou and myself and our children must die. 


Our children in rags are before thee, we see it, 

Our beds and our clothing are sold and all gone, 

Now go sign the pledge, or in woe you will rue it, 

In grief you may sit in the work-house alone. 

Too long I’ve obeyed, to obey seems unlawful, 

For a demon of rum I will never work more, 

I have Boy slaped the pledge, and from scenes truly 


awiu 
I will flee with my children where temperance hath 
power. binis 


Now to the log cabin the glorious head quarters, 
Where temperance unites in a Washington band, 
Where happiness for misery kind temperance now 
barters 

The broken down sot comes and signeth his hand. 
Where all are united to hear the sad stories, 
The horrors, the hunger, the misery and pain, 
Where all hear aud feel of its goodness and glories, 
And good meat and clothes get their families, 

: és 


Now changed is the scene—there’s hope in the 
dwelling, ‘, -~ l 
And clothing and meat and fire-wood and peace, — 


——— 


— 
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He soberly walks with a temperate feeling, 
And day after day do his blessings increase, 
With a mind well matured to be true to his station 
He treats the rum-seller whilst he deals with disdain, 
And he swears that nv being whate’er be his station, 
Shall throf the vile rum mantle o’er him again. 
J, WAUGH. 
GREAT COMMOTION. 
HAT means all this great commotion, motion, 
motion, 
The country through? 
Why *tis the drunkards waking up 
o life anew and temperance too, 
To life anew and temperance too. 
And to pure cold water they’ve come, come, come, 
And left their rum, 
And to clear cold water they’ve come. 


In Baltimore this reform begun, gun, gun, 
In a grog-shop too; 

Six drunkards pledged to turn from rum, 
To live anew, &c. 


New-York next she follow’d suit, suit, suit, 
Ten thousand in a crew; 

The worst of drunkards all reclaimed 
To live anew, &c. 


Come ladies now we implore your help, help, help, 
This work to carry through— 
If you will aid us heart and hand, 
We'll strike for you, é&c. 
And to pure cold water now come, &c. 


Now drunkard, just a friendly word, word, word, 
We wish to say to you; 
Come join with us, and one and all’ 
We'llstand by you, &c. 


Tee-totallers throughout our Jand, land, land, 
Three hearty cheers to you— 

The battle you are sure to win, 
For God’s with you, and temperance too, &c. 
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THE GLEE SONG. 
Tone— Cheer up, my lively lads. 
H what has made the grog men sigh, 
And sadly hang so low their basi? 
Their customers no more will buy, 
And alcohol is almost dead. 
Then cheer up my lively lads, 
In spite of all rum’s powers ; 
Cheer up my lively lads, 
The yictory ‘ll soon be ours. 


They say that every dog’s his day, 
‘And shey've had theirs and sank beside; _ 
I guess the sun forgot to,pay 
His visit round the other side. 
Then cheer up my lively lads, &c 


But now | think we’ll take our turp, 
And as they often made us blue} 
Their Brandy, Run and Gin we'll burn, 
And see if that won’t look so too. 
Then cheer up my lively lads, &c. 


-Hurrab my lads we’re coming on, 


They’re shaking now within their shoes, 
The rum leaks now most all are gone 
They soon will have no more to lose. 
Then cheer up my lively lads, &c. 


We’re building forts all round the town, 
And guns in plenty we have got; 
We'll batter all the rum holes down, © 
» For only turn coats aim the shot. — on 

Then cheer up my lively lads, &e. 
Then shout my lads, give three loud cheers, 
Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah, away ; , 
The rascals dead, we'll shed some tears, 

But that we'll do some other day. 
Then cheer up my lively lads, &c. 


f ‘ at Rt 
The grog men think that we are weak, 
And that our bands are few, eise? 
7 a oe eT ee Se 
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an thunder tones we soon will speak 
Ten thousand in a crew. ' 
Then cheer up my lively lads, &c. 


‘They’ve stood their ground quite long enough, 
Now corporal gin and captain rum 
And every other nasty stuff, 
Will shortly have to cut and run. 
Then cheer up my lively lads, &c. 
J. H. A. 
THE BLUSHING ROSE. 
if pts rose that shoots so gaily up, 
To deck the flowery plain, 
With blushes holds its little cup 
To catch the genial rain. 
And then it looks so ‘gay and fair, 
Within its native bower, 
That all delight to breathe the air 
And linger near the flower. 


Let drunkards drink the foaming bowl, 
And join the revel cry, 

If it were mine 1’d dash the whole 
Where all such bowls should lie ; 

I'd think I heard the rosy bush 
Thus whispering merrily, 

Oh hie thee where the waters gush 
And take a glass with me. 


When drunkards breathe their latest breath, 
Forgot or loathed they lie— 
Oh such a death is not the death 
That 1 should like to die. 
But let my drink like flowerets gay 
The crystal waters be, i 
That when I die sweet memory may 
Delight to dwell on me. ' 
C, THURBER. 


TEMPERANCE HYMN. 
' Arn—Bonny Boat. 
He. pleasing surely it must be 
dA When sparkling eyes do shine, © 
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To meet in love and social glee 
And drink old Adam's wine, — 
And drink old Adam's wine, my friends, 
And drink old Adam’s wine, 
A friend in necd’s a friend indeed, 
And was in Auld Lang Syne 
‘ f a4 
Now if thy neighbor takes the cup, 
Let us our hearts incline, = 
To lead him to give joyful up 
\His rum for Adam’s wine; 
His rum for Adam’s wine, my friends, 
His rum for Adam’s wine, 
To lead him to give joyful up 
His rum for Adam’s wine. _ 


To love thy neighbor as thyself _ 
The laws of God enjoin,. 
In tender love go cherish him 
With good old Adam’s wine, 
With good old Adam’s wine, my friends, 
With good old Adam’s wine, 5 
In tender love to cherish him- 
With good old Adam’s wino. ' i 
If misery has cross’d his path 
And all his hopes decline, 
Go cheer the drooping and forlorn 
With good old Adam’s wine, _ 
With good old Adam’s wine, my friends, 
With good old Adam’s wine, 
Go cheer the drooping and forlorn __ 
With good old Adam’s wine, +e 
lee . 
a a 
And grant, thou Power, the time may come 
When sorrow, care, and crime, 
Shall flee the earth, and tyrant Rum 
Give way to Adam’s wine, = 
.Give way to Adam’s wine, my friends, 
Give way to Adam’s wine, — 
Shall flee the earth, and tyrant Rum 
Give way to Adam’s wine, 


: fae ’ te 4 
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From the Journal of the Amer. Temperance Union. 
_ THE RECHABITE. 
Vide Letters from Rev. Joseph Wolff. 
E stood beside his Arab steed— 
That mighty chieftain bold, 
And, awed, the pilgrims stopp’d to heed 
That. frame of giant mould; — 
Ah! noble. was his form and face, 
. And:in his dark eye. burn’d 
The spirit of hia wondrous race— 
That race the tempter spurn’d. 


4¢ And who art thow?” the pilgrim said, 
Say, art then friend or foe?” 

“Pass on! thy holy garb I’ve read— 
Go, pilgrims ! safely go! 

Yet stay !—my name !—’tis Moussa, proud 
To spring from Rechab’s line ; 

Come with me, and my tribe’ shall crowd 
To guard both thee, and thine. 


“The Lord thy God! This pledge is gure, 
That through all time, our race 

Unchanged, unmix’d; shall still endure— 
Those words we often trace. 

My band is thirty thousand strong, 
They're Rechab’s sons—the sign— 

To them no vineyards may belong, 
Nor ever drink they wine.” 


He leap’d upon his Arab steed, 
And swiftly fled away; | 

Yet left a truth which all may read, 
As in the light of day. 

He came as with a spirit’s wing, 
The proofs of truth to give, 

He came, as if o’er earth to fling, 
“ Deny thyself, and live! 


. THY NEIGHBOR. 


Arrn—Banner's Banks. 
GO" that all people, far and near, | 
Would join in one accord, — 
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And sing with heart and) love sincere 
To Temperance, mighty Lord. 

To love our neighbors, Jet us join, 
Oh come and aid the bliss; 
To love our neighbors all combine, 

And give aid in distress. Peed. 


Thy neighbor is the drunkard poor, 
Whose eye with want is dim, 
Whose children ’neath ram’s burden lower, 
Go thou and cherish him. ~ ae Uf 
The soothing songs of temperance, 
A consolating sound, 
Go give thy neighbor confidence,» 
To be with blessings crowned. 


Oh pass not, pass not, heedless by, 
Though he less favor'd be, a 
When want makes his poor children cr. 
Go, aid in, charity, : 
The widow and the fatherless 
Around thee neighbors are, 
Go then and show thy tenderness,. 
' Thy lot with them to share. 


Perhaps with care and pain, thy own 
In some far distant land, ~ 
‘Are weeping in distress unknow. 
Come, lend thy helping hand. # 
The great, the rich o ped state, + 
Have the destroyer killed, =~ 
The drankard-maker meets his fate 
Though oft death's cup he’s filled. he 


Oh, would mankind still bear in mind, — 
Eternal justice reigns 4 
And death and ruin lurk behind 
Rum's penalties and pains; 
Then touch not, taste not, handle not, 
- What men hasled astray, 
.» In tender love thy mind employ, 
To point out temperance’ way. 


peetnge pg ee h ot fy Jee. 
Where trees bud forth in evergreen, 
Eternal flowrots ry bine ee 


THE ‘TEMPERANCB: MUSE. 67 


Where peace and love are ever seen, 
‘Tis heaven begun below; __ 

Where hearts are true, by nature tied, 
When life's poor play is o'er, 

There shall your spirits be allied 
In heaven—to part nomore.. J. WAUGH. 


—es 


SONG. 


CO" youth in thy morning how pleasing to see 
The blossoms a blooming on every green tree; 
In our infantine days, the heartfelt joys of our youth, 
The blessings of learning, of virtue and truth ; 

This melody through life be the burden of our lay, 
To better grow and wiser, as our life wears away. 


As manhood approaches, our pulses beat high, 
At twenty years of age, he’s no more call’d a.boy, 
If martial ardor burns, he a soldier must be, 
And love and glory points the scene of future destiny; 
If to the warrior’s camp he go, this burden be his lay, 
To better grow and wiser as his life wears away. 

, J. WAUGH. * 


Arr—Band of love. = 
HE rock of ages is our mount, ° 
A fountain bright and clear, . 
Spring up replenish at the fount, 
Tis everlasting cheer ; 
Let hearts unite with temperance bright, 
To put intemp’rance down; 
No more delusion’s gloomy night 
Shall rob us of our own, 


Chorus. Light of the world, to God we sing, 
Rejoice, rejoice, let heavens ring, 

Light of the world, to God we sing, 
Rejoice, rejoice, let heavens ring, 
Intemperance. down with all your power, 
Come, sign the pledge, come join the corps, 
Rum Washingtonians drink no more. 
Rum Washingtonians drink no more. 
Zaisie'l 5 aT ars 


68 THE TEMPERANCE MUSE. 


How strong and mighty- is our host,’ 
The God of temp’rance reigns, © 

One hope, one heart, one voice our bout, 
We sing in joyful strains; ‘ 

Peace ong good will to every land, : 
To every mother's son, | 

Come join, come join, with heart aaa hand, 
The battle will be won. 

Chorus. Light of the world, &c. 


= this the glory of our wives, 
Our joy and their delight, \ 
To lead pure, just and Moe ig 
Led by this holy ligh 
- That every family, bead ‘of love, 
Be temp’rate night and day, © - 
And drink from health’s pure erystal stream, 
Till death takes life away. ! 
Chorus. Light of the world, &c. 


And when the judgment trump shall pe 
To glorify God’s name, e* 
May we a blessed band be found, 
round the starry frame ; 
May every Washingtonian 
Be sinner saved by grace, 
From glory unto glory shine,’ 
To sing eternal praise. Saye? 


Chorus. Light of the world, to Goa‘ we ‘alk; 
Rejoice, rejoice, let heavens ring, 

. Light of the world, to God we sing, 
Rejoice, rejoice, let heavens ring, ~ 
Intemperance down with all your power, 
Come sign our pledge, come join our corps, 

~ Rum Washingtonians drink no more. 
Rum isms drink no more. 

; : eg ‘WAUGH. 


‘TEMPERANCE sONG: 
Air—St, Patrick's Day, 17th of March, 1842. 
Tn Spring’s meltin ne sap that enlivens creation, 
Now Winter's chill blasts once more are away, 
Vhere is there a soul, be whatever his station, 
Who could not be pleased on St. Patrick‘s day ? 
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My friends and good fellows, wherever we meet them, 
Now sing to cold water a temperance day ; 

May friends of good order, whenever we treat them, 
Be pleased with cold water on St. Patrick’s day. 


Chorus. On St. Patrick’s day in the morning, 
Be pleased with cold water on St. Patrick’s day, 
On St. Patrick’s day in the morning. 


May peace and good order in love so unite us, 
May old Fathor Matthew be never forgot ; 
May nature’s pure water forever delight us, 
ay gone be the days of the drunkard and sot, 
May all that is wholesome spring up for old Ireland, 
And unwholesome drinks be taken away ; 
ns peace and sobriety, love and as eS f 
e pleased with cold’ water on St. Patrick’s day. 
Chorus. On St. Patrick’s day, &c. 


May the traps and the dens and the snares of this world, 
May the robbers whose names are engraved on the 
mind, ; 
-May rum, gin and whiskey forever be hurled, 
Where the poor hapless toper can never more find, 
’Tis a plot, ’tis a plague, faugh a balla a balla, 
The monster—the murderer—clear him away ; 
*Tis a plot, ’tis a plague, faugh a balla a balla, 
Be pléased with cold water on St. Patrick’s day. 
Chorus. On St. Patrick's day, &c. ov on 
May the truth-budding Shamrock be ever united, 
A nation’s great bulwark’s the public applause ; * 
May our rulers be temp’rate, and always delighted, 
When laws make good people, and people good laws 
For the temp'rate, industrious, pure, good and holy. 
The monster—the murderer—clear him away ; 
’Tis a plot, ’tis a plague, faugh a balla a balla, 
Be leased with cold water on St. Patrick’s day. 
Chorus. On 8t. Patrick’s day, &c. 


‘May our injuries all on thesea sand be written, 
May the waves of the sea leave no marks behind ; 

No more by intemperance may mankind be smitten, 
But brothers be joined and still have one mind. 
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May all be united, united and happy, is : 
When the monster—the murder’r—we've cleared 
him away ; ’ es 
Tis a plot, ’tis a plague, faugh a balla, a balla, 
Be pleased with cold water on St. Patrick’s day. 
Chorus. On St. Patrick’s day, &e. 


For love, all for love, let us all now live civil, 

And think of the grasshopper’s feast and the ant; 
May the rumseller see ere he go to the devil, 

And shut up his*shop ere he’s made to lament. 
May the lessons of old to the youth be a warning, 

To banish the monster and clear him away ; 
*Tis a ptot, ’tis a plague, faugh a balla a balla, 

Be pleased with cold water on St. Patrick’s day. 


Chorus. On St. Patrick’s day, &c. : 


TEMPERANCE RALLY. 
Air— All on Hobbies.” ' 
wWw* have entered the field, and are ready to fight, 
Against the rum demon from morning till night; 
The groggeries, too, we’re determined to crush, 
And we’ll drink good cold water to nerve for the rush. 
Who-will go with us—will you go with us, d 
Will you go with us for temperance too ? 


We're determined to conquer, or die in the fight, 
For we can’t bear a rum hole at all in our sight, 
For they look bad—they smell bad—they are bad, we 
know : ~ ; 
So come along with us, for on we will go. — 
Who will go with us, &c., : 


: 38 
Now ye rum-selling gentry, our advice is to you, — 
Just diag your fout traffic. for it never will do; 
{t is injuring us—it is ruining you, : 
So get yourselves out, and go iee-fotal too, 

Who will go with us, &c. 


Now ladies, good ladies, we ask you to-night, 

Just go along with us, and aid in the fight;— _ 

With you on our side, this is what we will do, 

We'll make all the topers go tee-total too, tae 
Who will go with us, &c. ees) | ae 
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